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Of	things	in	the	dark,	remembered.		
	
	
I	
	
Space	which	does	not	exist	without	matter.	The	place	where	she	predominates.	Space	
which	is	never	separate	from	matter.	…	Space	that	knows	her.	Starlight	in	darkness.	Space	
lit	up	with	her	thoughts.	The	circle	in	space.	…	Her	feeling	of	having	room.	The	space	she	
fills.	A	motion	circling	the	void.	…	space	freed	from	her	not	being.	The	place	where	she	is	
recognised.	And	where	she	can	see	herself.	
		–	Susan	Griffin	(Woman	and	Nature:	The	Roaring	inside	Her		1978,	p169)	
	
To	enter	the	shadow	world	cast	by	each	installation	of	Moule	is	to	enter	the	
waking	dream	of	the	half	remembered.	Each	object,	in	its	own	pool	of	light,	
connected	to	other	objects	by	fields	of	the	twilit,	is	evocative	of	some	object	from	
our	waking	world,	but	recast	into	that	which	cannot	be	and	yet	is	here,	palpably	
so	‐	insistent.	
	
All	that	confronts	us	is	so	determinedly	derived	from	some	internal	gesture	and	
rendered	into	some	partial‐reality,	without	surety	of	line	or	contour	to	combat	
our	internal	world	of	meaning	and	sense.	
	
A	description:	the	interior	mantelpiece,	horse‐pierced,	wall‐thrust,	and	then	
circled	by	more	objects	…	more	remains	–		more	things,	uncanny.	
	
If	we	have	retained	an	element	of	dream	in	our	memories,	…	bit	by	bit	the	house	that	
was	lost	in	the	midst	of	time	will	appear	from	out	of	the	shadow.	We	do	nothing	to	
reorganise	it;	with	intimacy	it	recovers	its	entity,	in	the	mellowness	and	imprecision	of	
the	inner	life.		
–	Bachelard	(Poetics	of	Space	1969,	p57)	
	
	
II	
	
Things	…[signal	]	the	moment	when	the	object	becomes	the	Other	…when	the	mute	idol	
speaks,	when	the	subject	experiences	the	object	as	uncanny	…	
	–	W.J.T.		Mitchell	(in	Jane	Bennett,		Vibrant	Matter:	a	political	ecology	of	things,	2012,	p2)	
	
We	encounter	here:	
	
	An	alphabet	of	forms	…	of	evocations	like	that	experienced	in	a	private	library	…	
a	library	transformed	into	pure	association	
	
The	desire	to	touch	texture,	to	reach	through	the	patina	of	the	sculptured	image,	
to	touch	the	core		
	
Fragments	of	dream	made	solid	…	a	world	of	surface	and	of	mismatched	
construct	
	
Made	concrete,	the	child’s	bedroom	all	night‐remembered	…	rendered	particular	
…	redolent	…	each	object	withdrawn,	deep	into	its	particular	night	
	
The	child’s	perspective,	that	gazes	always	upwards,	towards	the	powerful	…	
	
Each	object	solid,	yet	seemingly	always	withdrawing	from	us,	the	receding	
horizon	of	the	obscure	…	ruins	…	derelict	memorials	
	
Fundaments	of	a	secret	…	suddenly	forgotten	…	and	so	we	hunt	for	explanation	
to	understand	the	significance,	so	evident	in	this	poetry	of	the	material	
	
	
By	allowing	the	imagination	to	wander	through	the	crypts	of	memory,	without	realising	
it,	we	recapture	the	bemused	life	of	the	tiniest	burrows	in	the	house,	in	the	almost	
animal	shelter	of	dreams.	
–	Bachelard	(Poetics	of	Space	1969,	p141)	
	
	
III	
	
In	the	light,	we	read	the	inventions	of	others;	in	the	darkness,	we	invent	our	own	stories.	
–	Alberto	Manguel	(The	Library	at	Night	2006,	p271)	
	
Obscure.	
	
Held	in	the	too	tight,	too	close	embrace	of	the	dark	…	dismembered	memories,	
disarmed.	
	
A	space	of	whispers,	of	abandoned	toys,	relics,	artefacts	…	remains.	
	
The	objects	of	Moule,	are	complete	in	their	hybrid	partiality	…	they	are	the	
objects	of	dreams	made	tangible.	Uncanny,	they	obtrude,	and	as	we	stumble	
across	them	they	enter	our	reality,	presenting	themselves	intensely.		
	
Here	all	is	cryptic	…	and	so	we	search,	for	meaning.	
	
	
I	sit	and	listen	to	the	silence	…	nothing	can	resist	adamant	willfulness.	I	need	only	to	
imagine	a	door	…	there	is	no	room	so	bricked	up	that	such	a	trusted	door	will	not	open,	if	
one	can	go	on	believing	that	it	is	there.	
	
‐	From	Solitude	by	Bruno	Schulz	
	
